'Don't be silly.'

Lilian pouted, far more sullen than frightened, and Frossia turned
her mind to more immediate problems. She had one mattress and one
bed, but she remembered the rugs and the pillow in the chest. She
moved about, saying little. Lilian, comforted by temporary sanctuary,
sat on the bed, and talked about gambling, Soviet gin, the so-called
'hanja9, about a place in Morskaya Street where you could still buy
caviare, and she talked freely and venomously about corruption in high
places, until Frossia, tired of the verbiage, checked her coldly:

'Can you vouch for any of it?9

They all say------'

*Yes,' mocked Frossia in an icy voice. 'They always say. And the
horse also said something before he ran away to fight the wolf, but the
horse never came back.'

That evening Frossia discovered that she had run out of candles.
That was an advantage. In the dark she could pretend to be asleep, and
Lilian's chatter died a slow death. In die morning she woke dispirited
and morose. Her earlier plans seemed to have faded in the night. She
twisted the opal ring round her finger, looked out of the window,
complained of the heat, and suggested that they had better spend the
day indoors. She might be able to find the speculator at home in the
evening. Frossia lost her temper.

'You will have to see him alone then. If you don't want to go, you
need not. But I cannot keep you here another night. You must go back
to your flat or else get the Domkom to give you a tenant's permit.*

Lilian wept.

'I have always wondered if you were hard. Now I know. You are
my friend, and I am in great trouble. I come here, and you are as cold
as a fish. You did not even give me any supper last night.*

*I had some cod. You refused it. I had nothing else. You will have to
eat it for breakfast.'

Over some substitute tea and the fish Lilian, her patchily washed
face now covered with powder, broke into a differently coloured plaint.
She would not go to the Crimea after all. She must go abroad. It was
all this beastly revolution, it left no decency in life. Frossia interrupted
the monologue by going out into the yard to fill another kettle.

They went out. Lilian whimpered about the heat, the dirt, the
smells, the cobbled pavements. She kept looking over her shoulder,
halted at corners, clutched at Frossia's arm, and whispered in her husky
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